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HENRY AND MATILDA. self. ‘IT know nothing of it,’ replied 
a4 Matilda. * His behaviour to me is the 
| een rom page te8 2 same‘as it is to every body else ; that 
we: THE attendance of Mr. Elwin at || is, very complimentary, and very tri- 
Lorraine House became now very fre- || fling. I make no apologies to you for 
quent; and it was thence inferred, that || such expressions, because I know you 
the connection between the families | must think of him as I do.’—‘ Perhaps 
would soon be finally adjusted. ‘The || I may,’ returned Henry; ‘but still, 
old gentleman exulted highly in the | must” [ not tell you, I am sorry to< ob- 
prospect, for Miss De Lorraine’s for- | serve so little prospect of succeeding 
tune was large; and he often repri- || in the negociation I have been desired 
manded his nephew for not wearing a || to undertake /’—* What negociation ? 
like appearance of joy with himself. ||‘ Colonel De Lorraine has requested 
No such appearance could indeed be || me to speak in favour of his son, to 
f, traced on his countenance: he spent jj you and your brother; while he him- 
ar. [more time at Belleforest than at the || self expressed his wishes concernin 
abode of his mistress, and there only || your union, to your father. I told him 
°Y* Bseemed to enjoy any tolerable degree || it was a task I was very unequal to, and 
of tranquillity. He formed a strict || begged to be excused; but he would 
friendship with young Marsden, whose || take no denial, though [ confessed my- 
dispositions were altogether similar to ||self utterly at a loss what to say in fa- 
his own; and, in the company of his || vour of the young gentleman, whom, 
sister, the hours passed on, by him} in: truth, I knew so little of. I am 
, rarely noticed. One morning, having | come, therefore, this morning; to re- 
rode over, on pretence of calling upon | ‘commend him to you; and intreat you 
his friend, he found him absent with | will reflect, he is the heir of an opulent 
his father; but was informed, that Miss | family, and at the death of an uncle 
Marsden was at home, and in her dress- || and his father will bear a very high 
Ps ing-room. He begged admission, and || rank in life.’—* That figure,’ cried Ma- 
was immediately conducted up stairs, || tilda, pointing to the representation of 
se. {Where he discovered her at work, and |a little Chinese prince upon the chim- 
r, "|sat down familiarly on the sofa beside ney- -piece, ‘ bore a higher one than eve 
*» [her ; while she enquired after his un- | he will; and yet, I do entreat you, in 
cle, and the family at Lorraine House, || my turn, to believe, { never would 
with whom she knew he had dined the || have helt him !’—* "Miss Marsden,’ 
day before. His answers were cold || exclaimed Henry, with affection, ‘there 
and uninterested ; till at length, on |/is not a man in the world who can be 
speaking of young De Lorraine, he | worthy of you: if there was, it would 
o me|/Mentioned having heard a report of his | be him who had a soul to love you as 
ation{being soon to pay his addresss to her- you deserve, and fortitude sufficient to 
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forbear wounding you with the una- | tilda, for they struck too near his hear, 
It was impossible | to be heard without emotion. 


vailing confession.’ 
to mistake the signification of these 
words, and Matilda was confounded by 
them ; when the sudden presence of 
her father and brother relieved her dis-, 








tress, and spared her the pain of fram- | 
ing an answer to them. 

te a very short time after this visit, 
and conversation, the day for Miss De | 
Lorraine’s marriage was fixed on; and 
Henry’s profound dejection increased | 
as it drew near, till the morning before’ 

, when, as he was breakfasting at Lor- | 
ri sick bs ae In company with the! 
Marsden family, letters were put into 
his hands. After he had perused them, 
his countenance instantly cleared up ; 
he assumed a calm, and even cheerful, 
behaviour; and conducted himself, if) 
not with warmth, at least with the most | 
attentive politeness towards his bride, | 
who seemed disposed to consider his | 
slightest mark of regard as the effect of | H 
the liveliest passion. Matilda’s sur- 
prize was mostly excited by this change. 
She had been more acquainted with the 
sentiments of his heart than any other, 
Mr, Elwin exceptecd,whom his nephew 
had repeatedly implored to disengage 
him from a family it was impossible to. 
esteem, and a woman he never could | 





| 
| 








love. To Matilda, therefore, the alte- | 
ration in his manner was inexplicable. | 
It passed off, however, without bein 
materially noticed ; and even the ne 
morning he appeared with the same | 
settled air of composure. Mr. Mars- | 
den, with his son and daughter, was 
requested to spend the day at Lorraine 
House ; and, impossible as it was to 
decline it, they accompanied the family 
into the chapel, and witnessed the un- 
grateful ceremony. Ungrateful to. 
Henry it appeared, indeed, .* he re-. 





peatedly changed colour while it was | 8 


proceeding ; and, not till the whole was | 
concluded, resumed any marks of tran- 
quillity. On their return, however, 
mto the house, he received, in a be-} 
coming manner, the compliments that | 
were paid him, those excepted of Ma- | 





| of spring, and the joyous pleasures of 
| summer, exclaimed Eugenio, as he 
| rambled o’er the lawn on an autumnal 
morning. 
proaches—the verdure that cloathed 
the hills fades away, and the late ver. 
dant fields, wear now a gloomy aspect. 
Aged autumn reigns monarch, as pre. 
paratory to that more. inclement sea- 
son, which binds the earth in the chains 
of Orion. 


ering in of the morning, I have sought 


| were suspended like glittering dix 
| the balmy 
'vales exhibited their richest garb; anc 


| alas! how are thy beauties flown—The 


| vegetable creation mourns, from the 


‘groves cast their leaves upon thé 




































( To be continued. ) 





AUTUMN. 


FAREWELL to the gay beauties 


Rigorous winter now ap- 


How different is the pre- 
sent scene, to that displayed a few short; 
months ago! when Nature first open- 
ed her stores to adorn the earth—when 
| the feathered songsters filled the groves 
with soft meilifluous notes, and the 
gently waving trees expanded their 
leaves to the vernal sun.—fiow delight 
ful then the rural walk—how charming 
then the beauteous season—at the ush- 


the flowery lawn—the nectarious dews 
adhered to every spire of grass, in 
chrystal drops, and from every twig 


| monds—* while beauteous Dryads rode 
air.’ —The fields and floral 


every hill with beauteous livery adorn 
ed, proclaimed a master hand—But 


hills so lately cloathed with livelies@ 
green, wear now a sickly hue—The 
loftiest trees, that grace the mountain $fyhi 
brow, to the huntilest grass that drink 
the moisture of the valley. The ro 
seate bowers are now no more—Ihé 





| 


round, as if to mourn their fate. N¢ 

tuneful throng remains to echo thei ‘A 
dulcet songs through the lonely shadeq° © 
nor to Aurora tune their matin hymngpPut 
The soft Favonius whispers no mor#l! 
through the waving foliage, nor gentifte | 


| Eurus fans the bosom of the earth. J/po 
C. 













































































mart EDWARD DUDLEY. 
EDWARD DUDLEY wasa young 
pficer of family, figure, address, and 
erit; as such, consequently welcom- 
tiesf¥ed in the first circles, and universally 
soffdmired : Augusta Lansdowne, the 
hefAiaughter of an opulent merchant, had 
anal frttracted his notice; she was beautiful, 
ap-fnd her manners pleasing. His ad- 
hedfiresses were approved by the lady, en- | 
ver-Mouraged by her family, and constant | 
ect. Mntercourse produced sincere affection | * 
pre-Mon both sides. After the customary 
Sea preliminaries, the day was appointed 
ainsMor their union, but at the distant pe-| 
pre-fiod of two months, during which | 
hortfhime the captain was unremitting in his | 
pen-Mttentions, until an incident occurred, { 
vhenfvhich occasioned a fatal interruption || | 
Ovesito their arrangements. Returning one | 
thelimorning from paying a benevolent visit | 
theitfko an invalid of his company, he had | 
ight-Mnot proceeded many paces from the | 
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poor man’s hut, when he perceived on | 
he ground a small silk pocket book : 
the strings were untied; and, as he! 
arelessly raised it, the contents fell | 
out ; trying to replace them he strong- 
ly felt his curiosity excited to a more 
minute inspection. Several well exe- 
uted medallion landscapés claimed his | 
tdmiration. Nor could he resist the 
tulpable temptation of opening a fold- 
cd paper, in which he found a neatly | 
vorked ornament for a watch case: the | 
device was executed in rich brown) 
hair, on a white satin, representing cu- | 


id blind-folded, aiming at a heart pla- | 
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AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 
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ced on the altar of friendship ; beside | 












he shield of virtue resisting the flying | 
darts : beneath was inscribed, | 


‘ 


\| 


‘** Blind archer, vain your efforts prove, 
** Friendship repels the shafts of love.” | 
i 
1 


‘A Sappho !” cried Dudley, laughing | 
o himself.— Painting !—Poetry !— 

-mngpurely the Muses are bewitched.— 
mor’ riendship too embodied ' a new con- 
rentife t. But why not bear a form percep- 
h. Jppoinas wellas Love? It is well por- 
d toos the writing elegant. It! 











Cc. 





which, the goddess herself stood, with | 
|| happiness, would tire the patience of even the 
|| first consul of a great nation ! 
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must be the performance of a well edu- 
cated woman. Augusta is highly ac- 
complished ; but in the routine of fa- 
shion, she neglects such simply amus- 
ing talents as give charms to domestic 
society. Who can this little reperto- 
rium of arts belong to?” 
( To be continued.) 


HAPPINESS. 


THAN happiness, no one object is so univer- 
sally held in view—so eagerly pursued—it is 
the projecting stone over which all mankind 
have stumbied—it is an ee/ which has slipped 
through every body’s fingers ; and no one has 
ever yet been able to hold it fast—A desire for 
its attainment is discoverable in the infant of a 
week’s existence; the hand of impotent old age 
is tremblingly extended to grasp the visionary 
genius, almost at the instant in which the rush- 
light of his existence is expiring in the clay 
| socket, which has held it the betrer part of a 
century.—This Will-o’-the-wisp leads her vota- 
ries through thick and thin—through hedges 
and ditches—over land and water—luring them 
with her pretty outside, and charming them 
with the hope, that one day or other, ber embra- 
ces will be the reward of all their toils.—The 
|| soldier seeks her “ upon the embattled field,” 
and the sa:dor thinks himseif never happy, bat 
when the ‘* seas are roaring” in hoarse cadence © 
around his hammock.—The ‘plodding farmer, 
turning up the earth on either side of him with 
his plough, forgetful of the violence he is doing 
his fellow dirt, and of the destruction he is 
jealing amid his kindred the worms, whistles 
himself into an imaginary possession of happi- 
ness —The merchant scoui an in every 
direction, peeps into every hole and corner of 
the globe, pores over the interesting page 
Dr. and Cr. and ransacks every cranny of his 
counting house for happiness. Extacy over- 
powers him at the sight of a safely larided India 
| cargo, and nothing is esteemed as wanting to 
make him the happiest of mortals, but the ad- 
dition of—just such another venture. To follow 
a scholar through all the labrynths which his 
wool-gathering pate leads him in pursuit of 


*s the oce 


S 


> of 


'—see him sweat 
ing over an insoluble problem—see him in Na. 


| ture’s laboratory, turning every thing topsy- 
|| turvy to add to his store of knowledge—look at 


the object which is to give him happiness; he 
has laid the foundation on popular applause, 
and lays much stress on the delight which is in 
store for him a thousand or two years hence, 
while cohtemplating his own name in the list 
of mammoth geniuses of former ages! 
—— 2 +o 

A good countenance is a letter of recommen- 
dation, though an irregular set of features 
should not always raise our prejudice, 
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Written for the anniversary of a MARINE SOCIETY. 





































WHAT is life but an ocean, precarious as those 
Which surround this terraqueous ball ? 
What is man buta bark, ofien laden with woes? 

What is death but the harbour of all ? 

On our passage, to day may be mild and serene, 

And our loftiest canvas be shewn, 

While to-morrow fierce tempests may blacken 
the scene, 

And our masts by the board may be gone. 
On life’s rosy morn, with a prosperous breeze: 

We all our light sails may display, 

With a cloudless horizon may sweep at our ease, | 

And of sorrow ne’er feel the salt spray ; 
But, ere we have reach’d our meridian, the gale 

From the point of ill fortune may blow, 

And the sun of our being, all cheerless and pale, 

May set in the wild waves of woe. 
Experience, when bound o’er the turbulent 

waves, 

Remembers that ills may arise, 

And with sedulous care, ere the danger he 
braves, 

His bark with spare tackle supplies : 

So you on life’s ocean, with provident minds, 

Hate here a spare anchor secur’d, 

With which in despite of adversity’s winds, 

The helpless may one day be moor’d. 

When the strong arm of winter uplifts the blue | 
main, 

And snow storms and shipwrecks abound ; 
When hollow cheek’d famine inflicts her fell 
it pain, 

And the swamp flings destruction around, 
When the folly of rulers embroils human kind, | 

And myriads are robb’d of their breath, 
This wisest instruction may come o’er the mind, 

And may soften the pillow of death. 
The poor widow’d mourner, the sweet pratling | 

throng, 

And the vet’ran whose pow’rs are no more, 
Shall here find an arm to defend them from 

wrong, 














This is temp’ring the wind to the lamb newly 
shorn, 

This is following the ant’s prudent ways, 

And, O blest institution! the child yet unborn 

With rapture shali lisp forth thy praise. 
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THE GUARDIAN SPIRIT. 
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And to chase meagre wanrT from their door: | 





Ah! then thy Henry’s spirit see ; 
Soft joy and peace it brings to thee. 
And when at moonlight’s solemn ray, 
Thou dreamst perchance of love and me 
As through the pines the breezes play, 
And whisper dying melody,— 
When tender bodings prompt the sigh,— 
Thy Henry’s spirit hovers nigh. 
When o’er the mind soft musings steal, 
As thou the pleasing past hast scann’d; 
Shouldst thou a gentle pressure feel, 
Like zephyr’s kiss, o’er lip and hand ;— 
And sbould the glimm’nng taper fade— 
‘hen near thee bides thy lover’s shade. 
And when at midnight’s solemn tide, 
As soft the rolling planets shine, — 
Like ol’s Harp, thy couch beside, 
Thou hear’st the words—* forever thine! 
Then slumber sweet, my spirit’s there, 
And peace and joy it brings my fair. 


——2 + ae 
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THE WSSH. 


I ASK not Fortune’s smile, 
Exhaustless source of care : 
Not all her fancied gay delight, 
Can claim one serious prayer. 
Nor pleasure’s soft alluring form, 
With ardent wish I seek ; 
Far less the captivating bloom, 
That glows on beauty’s cheek. 
I ask not, that in calm repose 
My even days may flow, 
Unru filed by adversity, 
Exempt from human woe. 
Enough that no reflections keen, 
No crime my soul oppress, 
To rob me of my joys, and hope, 
And every happiness. 
But grant me that blest frame of mind, 
Where no vain thoughts intrude, 
That blest serenity which springs 
From conscious rectitude. 
ae a ae 
TO A LADY, who expressed her astonishment, th 
the ingenious Mr. -, should be so repeate: 
unsuccessful in attempting the Eye of the beau! 
jul Miss E 








WHY, sweet Logician, wonderest thou, 
That fair Evcenia’s EYE, 

Where all ** the beams of genius glow,” 
Should Parnrinco’s powers defy ? 

The EYE itself, which you admire, 
The mystery reveals ; 

Its rays both dazz/e and inspire, 
And who bebolds it—FEELS ! 

Then wonder not, an ors so brig'it, 
The Penciu should defeat 













From the German of Matthison. 


WHENE’ER at day ligbt’s parting gleam 
A smiling fornt salutes my Jove, 

And loiters near the murim’ring stream, 

And glides beneath the conscious grove : 











| But who can paint his HEAT? 








ART may pourtray APOLLO’S ticuT; 7. 
PS! 
ni 
** The Decline of Wit,” has not sufficient ‘AV! 


| terest to justify the insertion of so lengthy ytlhe 
lection. 
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